Master and Pupil

seemed to emanate from the red-headed Scots-
man who had roused his indignation in the
morning. Several times during the day the
wolflike face with sinister greenish eyes had
come between him and his book, and he had
found himself speculating uneasily as to the
influence on the world of such a character.
The man had seemed the very incarnation of
crude ignorance, fanaticism, malice, and a
certain brutal arrogance; and never had
Arnot, in all his experience and observation,
felt such marked repugnance from any living
creature as he felt from this unknown Cale-
donian, whom in all human probability he
would never see again.

As he looked out into the starlit night, trying
to erase the stranger's image from memory, a
door swung open, and in its archway stood the
venerable Messer Ilario Cavalli, carrying auci
Eastern lamp which cast a steady light on his
thin ascetic face, tranquil with the inscrutable
calm of dignified old age.

As the master stood there, motionless and
silent, Arnot felt his presence and turned to
welcome him.

Cavali came forward slowly; placed the
lamp upon a cabinet of ebony and ivory,
and gazed upon his pupil with eyes which
were at the same moment tolerant and
searching.

Amot stayed near the window, whence the
moonlight streamed upon bis strong young